"A"                                                 INDIAN
along the cloisters might contain any animal fat.
I was able to reassure them, and they went away.
After all, they knew quite well before they came.
S------G------knew. There were third-year science
students among them.
Why had they come? They did not know them-
selves, poor, malicious, spiteful, frightened, snarling,
cringing lads, with pretty girlish faces. Instinct
brought them out in the evening perhaps to tease
a tired man. How can I tell?
I had a "bright" idea. I wrote a chit and sent
the College runner to the club to fetch a bottle of
champagne for dinner. Then, fortified in advance
by the prospect of bright France bubbling on my
dark "shishamwood" table, I went off to have a
look at the squatter.
She came out of her self-constructed hovel as I
got up to her cow-dung walls. She was quite nude,
and was very dark-skinned and wrinkled all over her
body; her great breasts hung down like two withered
egg-plants. She turned her back on me and bending
slightly forward, but hardly bending her knees at
all, she began to defecate not merely before me,
but, as it were, at me. Then I saw over her
shoulder a figure in fawn ducks climb back into a
yellow Daimler car and drive slowly away.
58